THE  MAKING  OF  A  PIONEER          ig
stood with his mother and her other children in
the road where their furniture lay. That he
never forgot. Many occupations were found for
the child so that a roof might be kept over their
heads. Once he was employed by a baker at
three-and-six a week, working from seven in the
morning until half past seven at night. One
morning he was late. Mother ill, father out of
work, new baby expected, little brother down with
scarlet fever-this meant short rest for the only
bread-winner. He reached the baker's shop
fifteen minutes behind time, and was warned that
it must not occur again.
" I was told to go upstairs and see the master.
I was kept waiting outside the door of the
dining-room while he said grace - he was noted
for religious zeal - and, on being admitted,
found the master and his family seated round a
large table. He was serving out bacon and eggs,
while his wife was pouring coffee from a glass
infuser which at once - shamefaced and terrified
as I was - attracted my attention. I had never
before seen such a beautiful room nor such a
table, loaded as it was with food and beautiful
things. The master read me a lecture before
the assembled family on the sin of slothfulness."
Two days afterwards, for the same reasons, the
child was late again. He had left his home with-
out a scrap of food in it. It was a rainy morning,
and he shivered in his thin wet clothes. He was